I consecrate this fountain Helen's, praying
the favour of the gods, and pouring wine,
so that its water may that name be spraying,
which climbs to heaven graven on a pine.
Shepherds, let not your flocks come hither straying
though cotton-white.   But let the eglantine
and blooms that dawn uncrumples flourish, saying,
" Let this flow on for ever fresh and thine /'
Here let the passer-by in summer slumber,
or on the sward under the shade compose
a thousand songs for Helen, and remember
Ronsard, and drink and burn, like him, with those.
And may they at their hearts the flame discover
which sealed him first a poet but most a lover.